294           GUSTAVE FLAUBERT
driven to that gentleman's house at Montmartre in the
Rue 1'Empereur.
Attached to the house there was a small garden
shut in by a grating which was stopped up with
iron plates. Three steps before the hall-door set off
the white front; and a person passing along the foot-
path could see the two rooms on the ground-floor,
the first of which was a parlour with ladies' dresses
lying on the furniture on every side, and the second
the workshop in which Madame Regimbart's female
assistants were accustomed to sit.
They were all convinced that Monsieur had im-
portant occupations, distinguished connections, that he
was a man altogether beyond comparison. When he
was passing through the lobby with his hat cocked
up at the sides, his long grave face, and his green
frock-coat, the girls stopped in the midst of their
work. Besides, he never failed to address to them a
few words of encouragement, some observation which
showed his ceremonious courtesy; and, afterwards, in
their own homes they felt unhappy at not having
been able to preserve him as their ideal.
No one, however, was so devoted to him as Ma-
dame Regimbart, an intelligent little woman, who
maintained him by her handicraft.
As soon as M. Moreau had given his name, she
came out quickly to meet him, knowing through the
servants what his relations were with Madame Dam-
breuse. Her husband would be back in a moment; and
Frederick, while he followed her, admired the appear-
ance of the house and the profusion of oil-cloth that
was displayed in it. Then he waited a few minutes
in a kind of office, into which the Citizen was in the
habit of retiring, in order to be alone with his thoughts.